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The Spanish police were smiling and gracious, not very
trim in their awkward puttees, but helpful in the way they
handled things, anxious to assist the group whose passports
were in the hands of their chief.
I saw Leal get his passport back. Every one else in the
plane got his passport back, too, after the inspection. But
when I asked for mine, the Deutsche Lufthansa repre-
sentative said they would have to keep it at his airline office
until I went on to Madrid in the morning. I told the Spanish
chief I didn't like the idea of being in Spain without a pass-
port, and he went into a huddle with the Nazi. I liked the
way he went about it, but the Nazi kept the passport. I
knew he wanted to photograph it, build up negatives of all
the visas and control numbers to supply the forgers in Berlin.
It was the same old Gestapo operation ; they never missed
a chance at my passport.
Nearly an hour's ride into Barcelona. Lamps were light-
ing in the houses on the way ; night falling gently on the
warm Spanish countryside. Burros and donkeys walked
slowly in the road. I heard Hemingway's bells begin to toll.
It was'dark as we started to drive through the broad streets
of the city, great wide avenues lined with close-packed
trees. Automobiles. How strange they looked. And taxis
to take any one to the Ritz.
A German was waiting for me in the lobby. A stocky
sort of man, with widely parted teeth. He went upstairs
with the boy who carried my bags. He pulled some kind of
leather identification case out of his pocket as we walked
down the hall, speaking to me in French as we reached my
door. He said he was with the Surete Nationale. I told
him to come in, and we sat down. I asked the bellboy to
wait, wrote out a telegram to our embassy in Madrid. It
said I was in Spain, would be at the Ritz that night, that
the Deutsche Lufthansa held my passport, and as far as I
was concerned I intended to reach Madrid to-morrow.
Then I read it out loud in French to the bellboy. He looked
considerably bewildered. He certainly had no idea what
I was saying. But the Nazi Gestapo visitor understood.
Apparently this was to be a Gestapo fast one in French,
as confusing to the Nazi as it was to mej but they always
took the long way around, and somebody's idea this time